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Now Mils and vales no more distinction know,   420
And levelled nature lies oppressed below.
The most of mortals perish in the flood,
The small remainder dies for want of food.

A mountain of stupendous height there stands
Betwixt the Athenian and Boeotian lands*           425

The bound of fruitful fields, while fields they

were,

But then a field of waters did appear :
Parnassus is its name,, whose forky rise
Mounts through the clouds, and mates the lofty

skies.

High on the summit of this dubious cliff,            430

Deucalion wafting moored his little skiff.
He with his wife were only left behind
Of perished man ; they two were humankind.
The mountain-nymphs and Themis they adore,,
And from her oracles relief implore.                      435

The most upright of mortal men was he;
The most sincere and holy woman, she.

When Jupiter, surveying earth from high,
Beheld it in a lake of water lie,
That where so many millions lately lived*            440

But two, the best of either sex, survived,
He loosed the northern wind; fierce Boreas flies
To puff away the clouds, and purge the skies;
Serenely, while he blows, the vapours driven
Discover heaven to earth, and earth to heaven.   445
The billows fall, while Neptune lays his mace
On the rough sea, and smooths its furrowed face*
Already Triton, at his call, appears
Above the waves; a Tyrian robe he wears;
And in his hand a crooked trumpet bears.            450

The sovereign bids him peaceful sounds inspire,
And give the waves the signal to retire.
His writhen shell he takes, whose narrow vent
Grows by degrees into a large extent;